ASTROPHEL AND STELLA                       jtx7

Your fair mother is a-bed,
Candles out and curtains spread;
She thinks you do letters write;
Write, but let me first indite.
Take me to thee, and thee to me,
* Not noy no, no, my dear, let be*

Sweet, alas, why strive you thus?
Concord better fitteth us.
Leave to Mars the force of hands:
Your power in your beauty stands.
Take thee to me, and me to thee.
'No, noy noy no^ my dear, let be*

Woe to me, and do you sweat

Me to hate but * I forbear?
Cursed be my destines all
That brought me so high to fall.
Soon with my death I will pkase thee,
*JY0, noy tw9 noy my dear* let be?

OjfOff that bear this voice

O YOU that hear this voice,
O you that see this face,
Say whether * of the choice
Deserves the former place:
Fear not to judge this bate,
For it is void of hate.

This side doth Beauty take,
For that doth Music speak,
Fit orators to make
The strongest judgments weak:
The bar to plead their right
Is only true delight.

Thus doth the voice and face,
These gentle lawyers, wage,
Like loving brothers* case,
For father's heritage;
That each, while each contends,
Itself to other lends.
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